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| woke up with the chickens. It was hard not to out here in the country. Granted my own house in London was 
in a quiet neighborhood as well, but everyone had the class to not raise chickens. The room as cold as always, 
despite being promised that it was the warmest when we arrived. Quickly | dressed and headed out to the 


main living quarters. It would be hours before anyone else woke and I'd have to get my own tea going. 


My work was mostly complete. The bass tracking was done early with Roger's drums but | always stayed on 
for guitar overdubs and to ground the other three. Not that | didn't like a good rave up myself on occasion, 
but without anyone to corral them they'd just argue and party and never make any progress. Brian was still in 
tenuous health after his hospital stay and the poor dear needed someone else besides Freddie and Roger egging 


him on. 


| read through last weeks newspaper as the tea slowly warmed me. There had been nothing new in the same 
pages despite how many times | trolled through its inky patter. The boys had raided the larder again during 
their late night shenanigans, Roger leaving his trademark peanut butter covered spoon in the sink If there was 
any hope for some breakfast it would mean a trip to town. My stomach protested with a whine. | searched 
around a found some bread, covered in greasy handprints like someone had picked up the bacon with their bare 
fingers. | tipped it all in the bin and set off down the road. | distinctly remember seeing a Waitrose on the 


drive in. At least one of us had some common sense about. 


| should have worn a scarf. The early morning cold was not isolated to my little room and the brisk walk hasn't 
kept me as warm as I'd hoped. There was a little pub on the way where I'd gotten a cup of coffee. The 
Waitrose was warm, thank goodness, and | browsed a few extra minutes until | could feel my fingers again. It 
was only a twenty minute walk to so from the Quad, but I'd gotten used to being pampered a bit. Still was not 
as cold as it was in America. | didn't understand how they could live like that. 


With the basics safely in a paper bag, the return trip seemed longer. Perhaps because | didn't stop at the 
Green Dragon for another cup of their swilled coffee. People were starting to wake up and the road was 
becoming more congested. The locals might be used to dodging sheep but they seemed to panic when they saw 
a human on the road. There was more than enough room on the shoulder once you got past the caravan park. 


The Welsh always were a mad lot. 


The studio looked like a run down stable from the road. It was home for now, better or worse. | never did 
understand why we couldn't record at Olympic or Trident again, someplace sensible. As the adult (Baker didn't 
count as such, as | found out) | restocked the small icebox and put up the groceries, having to scrub down 
from last nights buffet before | could even make a decent breakfast. Toast and beans it was, with another pot 


of tea 


After that | read a bit and tidied up my small room. It was barely lOam and hours still before everyone else 
woke and we could get to work. | grabbed a paperback and headed out into the carpark, playing with the 
chickens as | headed to a small spot on the stone wall. It was warmer out now than inside, and a nice sit in the 


sun with a trashy novel would certainly pass the time. 


At noon Roger stumbled out into the courtyard, hungover and blearied, a smoking jacket loosely tied around his 
waist. "John?" he called out loud enough to reach out into the rolling hills. 


"What Roger?" I'd shut the book and hopped off the wall, grabbing my jumper. It was likely the last moment of 
peace I'd have all day. 


"The cookers broken, will you have a look?" 


The repair took another two hours. A dentist, an astrophysicist, and .. | realized | didn't know what Fred trained 
in, were not much good at fixing something as simple as a gas cooker. It was a miracle they got anything done 
outside of the studio. Or inside as it were. | chucked to myself as | tightened down the last washer and nut on 


the supply line. The pilot light was on and blue. 


"Go on then," | moved to the far side of the room, away from what could be a bit of a gas burnoff. "Try it 


out." 


Roger was brave enough to turn the dial, listening to the clicks as the ignition worked before flame sprouted 
on one of the burners. "Ah, thanks mate. You're a lifesaver." A kettle was immediately thrown on the hob and 
multiple hungover heads were placed back on the table until their tea arrived. | collected my spanners and 
drivers and walked them back to the shed where | found them, trying to plan out what | was going to do for 
another hour until their paracetamol kicked in. 


The studio was unlocked but closed down. Someone had the sense to shut off the board and amps before 
falling over. Finding my study book | sat at the piano and opened to the next lesson. Apparently this musician 
lark was going to work out after all and needed to learn to play something other than bass. | love the bass, 
but it was limited for composing. With Freddie encouraging me to write | was actually learning all the things | 
probably should have known from the beginning about chord structure and theory. It wasn't just as simple as 
picking up the bass and finding the right frets. 


The workbook was quickly becoming a bore and | deviated from the lesson, my hands dropping on a few chords 


| liked and trying to arrange them into something resembling a song. 


Feeling someone else in the room | stopped playing. My feeble attempts at piano and writing were still at the 


embarrassing end of the spectrum. 


"Hello, darling." Freddie was the first to shake the hangover fog and make it to the studio. "What's that you're 


playing?" He leaned against the piano, watching me over the keyboard. 


‘Its nothing," | assured him. "Still learning." 


"Mmmm," Freddie made a displeased noise. "Play it again for me, if you will” 


After bottling up my nerve | hit the keys again, just a little run that | thought sounded nice together. 


He tipped his head like a dog watching something novel. "Any words yet?" 


Music was hard enough, lyrics, gah. "No." | played the bit again, letting it cycle around. "| can't write like you 
do." 


"Oh pish, you don't have to write rubbish about kings and queens and socioeconomical politics, and whatever 
the Devil Brian's on about." He licked his lips and tucked his hair behind an ear. "What do you want it to be 


about?" 


Lyric lessons from Freddie. Ok, I'd take the lesson. "Umm, don't know really. Haven't thought about it" 


Fred moved to sit beside me on the small bench. He shooed my hands out of the way and then played what I'd 
written. "What does it make you immediately think about?" He played the riff again. With it's short, rising, 


major scale all | could really picture was Veronica, 


"Veronica," | admitted shyly. We didn't really discuss our relationships much, bottling it up like proper English 
boys. 


Freddie was still going with the riff, trying out small variations as he played. "Ok, so what about Veronica?" 


| had a vague feeling, but no idea how to express it in four beats. Freddie added a little walk down bit that 
totally sounded like his style but it worked. | squirmed, still uncomfortable that | would be talking about my 
wife with Freddie. "How she's my best friend" 


He smiled a bit sadly. Then he belted, "Oooh, you're my best friend," with the piano running under it. It worked. 


He plinked around again and resang the line. "See? Doesn't have to be all high-minded, you know?" 


My little beginner's tinkling had suddenly become a song. | nodded in shock and hoped | remembered it enough 
to keep working on it later. "Thanks, Fred." 


He left the Bosendorfer, clasping me on the shoulder. "Keep working on it John, | think its a brilliant start" 


Freddie wandered off into the control room, turning on lights and getting things set up for the day. | touched 
the keys again, trying to play what Freddie added. Damn this was good. It would make a good Christmas present 
if we could get the album out by December. 


Roger crashed into the room still in his jacket and | wondered if we would even be out of the studio by 


December. At my rate it might realistically make the next album or our tenth anniversary. 


Sessions dragged on today. Fighting over minute details and larking about like normal. Some clouds blew in later 
in the afternoon and by the time the sun set it was cold again, horrible weather for July. Someone made a 
passable stew for dinner, and by the time ten rolled around | was ready for bed The party was just getting 
started but | knew those damn chickens were going to wake me at sunrise again. | should try to move onto the 


second floor with the rest of everyone else. Maybe the roosters didn't sound as loud up there. 


The room was cold, my bed was cold, and the walls were damp with moisture. This is why people died in their 
thirties back in the middle ages. | made sure the window was latched and the door was shut, keeping what little 


heat | could get inside the room. 


Finally | built up a little warm nest in the bed and managed to drift off. Until there was a racket outside my 
window. It was enough to get me up and standing on the bed, opening the wooden shutter to peer carefully 
outside. Either the sheep had revolted or it was Roger up to his tricks again 


The trio were circled around a metal pail with Roger holding a microphone stand inside of the bucket. "What in 
the hell are you doing?" It was too late for their nonsense, and much too cold for Brian to be out in his 


shirtsleeves. 


Freddie held his finger to his mouth and shushed me. "We're recording," he adjusted his hold on the upside 
down bucket. "Roy's trying to get the sound" | could only blink at the morons in the moonlight. 


"Go record down there," | pointed further out to pasture. "Not under my window.’ My suggestion was met with 


some rude words and even ruder gestures. 


"Oh you're no fun anymore,” Brian called out in his best trainspotter impersonation. 


"Laugh it up," | said as | waited for the guffaws to die down. 


"You know we love you, John" Roger was still holding the microphone stand, almost falling over in his 


inebriation. 


| rested my chin on the cold red brick. They were crazy, every single one of them. "Love you too." | gave brief 
thought to joining them until Roger finally fell over and pulled Freddie with him, rolling down the gentle slope. 


It was past everyone's bed time. | shut the window but watched as Brian tried to help Freddie out of the mud, 
only to end up falling in himself. The window got latched, just in case. 


